Sacramento Street jams with Ivan for New Years 


For the lucky revellers exuberating over 
Martinelli Cider atthe San Francisco/Moscow 
Teleport Party at 3220 Sacramento Street by 
the Vogue Theater, New Year's Eve 1986 
began at 11:30 AM, Dec. 31 


was the second annual party celebrating the 
success of this innovative videophone link 
between San Francisco and the Soviet 
Union...which also happens to be the only link 
ofthis kind in the United States between 
these two nations at this time officially 
approved by both governments 


The joint party was sponsored by the 
SF/Moscow Teleport in cooperation with H.S. 
Dakin Company, San Francisco. and 
Komsomolskaya Pravda, a 17- million 
circulation Soviet newspaper. Celebrants in 
Moscow were receiving our goodwill at a dis- 
co in Gorky Park. They were far more noisy 
than we, because on their time —10:30PM 
—1987 was a scant hour and a half away. 


Early as itwas at 3220 Sacramento Street, the 
energy level was one of the highest I've ever 
experienced at any press function; 
undoubtedly because good will was flowing 
more copiously than any potable. Ark 
Communications Director Joel Schatz, who's in 
charge of the Teleport, calls the videophone 
link an essential part of a growing trend 
towards “Citizen Diplomacy.” 


Indeed, when news media seems to offer 
us nothing but —_ disappointing non- 
communication at the level of Summit 
Conferences, how refreshing to find it so 
seemingly easy to wish each other joy and, 
more importantly, peace, across the Iron 
Curtain. 


| had envisioned a bunch of people standing 
infront ofa large television screen, watching 
another bunch of people halfway across 
the world waving atus, rather like the science 
fiction fantasies of videophones. And though 
two large screens were very much in 
evidence, the technology is far simpler, 
though quite effective. The Teleport 
System is a computerized telephone which, 
through special cameras, takes pictures of 
ndividuals in a freeze-frame method and 
transmits them electronically to the party (in 
this case, literally) onthe other end, who 
receives them 10 seconds later in the formot a 
black and white snapshat reminiscent of a 
Polaroid. In effect the two parties were 
trading stills of the goings-on while a broad- 


Master of Cermonies and U.S/Moscow Teleporter coordinator Joe! Schatz looks out at 
the gathered crowd as Jim Channon, puppet in one hand and telephone in the other, 
stands under a banner of Russian greeting and talks to New Year's Eve revelers in 
Gorky Park, Moscow. Frozen T.V. images were sent back and forth like Polaroid 
snapshots between the Gorky park and Sacramento Street locations. It was 

one of the more international New Years Eve parties held here in the neighborhood. 


casting device allowed everyone in the 
room to hear some of the conversations be- 
ween the individuals taking turns on the 
phone. 


Schatz, as Master ot Ceremonies, with his 
flowing beard and fervent eyes, looked more 
like an Old Testament prophet than a New- 
Age master of computer technologies. He 
did a wonderful job of organizing his richly 
assorted collection of notable guests, 
bringing them to the phone one at a time with 
the panache of a talk-show host. Participants 
included Nobel laureate Owen Chamberlain 
poet Lawrence Ferlinghetti, Reverend Cecil 
Williams, sculpior Ruth Asawa, physicist and 
author Fritjot Capra, feminist philosopher 
Susan Griffin, comedian Michael Pritchard, 
Native Amencan leader Bill Wahpepah, painter 

Joe Sam, cartoonist Morrie Tumer, and 
Japanese Reggae band Ogie Yocha. Professor 
Owen Chamberiain, stately, thin and white- 


bearded, dressed in suitably professorial 
tweed, wasthe first speaker after Schatz 
established contact with the Moscow 
coordinator, Joseph Goldin Guests 
clustered as close to the phone as they could, 
staring at the screens as Chamberlain's image 
was frozen there by the video cameras so 
we could see what picture would beam over 
to the Russians. “We'd like to see some 
Russians,” yelled Schatz jovially into the re- 
ceiver. Hewas having some difficulty hea- 
ring the Soviet side of things. 


Joseph Goldin Happy New Year!" shouted 
Pat Montandon into the receiver. “I'm 
coming to Moscow with 15 children from 
around the world March 15-21 Tell Kadya 
Lechova hello from Starr and from =me_ and...” 
she rattled off a list of multi-syllabic Russian 
names that sounded like half the Moscow 
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On the other end of things was Muscovite Joseph Goldin, organizer of the event in Gorky Park. 


IVAN 
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telephone directory. Montandon, resplen- 
dent in purple braided turban and purple, red 
and gold silk fur-lined coat, was radiant with 
excitement over her work as founder and 
Executive Director of “Children as the 
Peacemakers* Foundation. 


Time for some absurdity. A mandressed as 
Zippy the Pinhead took the receiver. His 
picture froze and was transmitted to Moscow. 
| wondered what they thought, whooping it up 
in Gorky Park, of our American sense of 
humor. 


One of the nicest moments came from comic 
Michael Pritchard, who took the phone while 
hoisting his young, red-headed son high on 
his shoulders. I'm holding in my arm: 


future. This is the future world—our 
children. God bless ail the the 
world, and a very good N the 
people of Russia 


From the Soviet side we comm 


Resting on his shoulders is child prodigy pianist Paulina. This photo from Moscow was spit 
out of the Teleporter equipment on Sacramento Street like a Polaroid snapshot. 


an Olympic champion in dressage and a child 
piano prodigy named Paulina. Around 12:45 
pm our time Schatz shouted, “They've stop- 
ped communicating - they're just partying over 
there.” One of the two video screens showed 
a color broadcast from Russia of factories and 
fields, tractors and children and cities. 
Everything is sunshine and positivism. It's 
what the people in the USSR were viewing as 
their countdown to 1987. 


And then the Russian national anthem 


came through and the Teleport screen 
stopped transmitting. It was midnight in 
Moscow and New Year's pandemonium tri- 
umphed over technology. 
Back at 3220 Sacramento Street, a shaven- 
headed Japanese Buddhist monk in black 
robes, white socks and  Birkenstocks 
hammered a huge hanging drum. The 
solemn percussion qui things for a 
moment and preceded ely beat of the 
Japan gae band. international 
mui serious San 


ion was over, 
ancisco partying t 
-Lestie Harlib 


Back at Sacramento Street a Japanese 
Buddhist Monk rang in the New Year early, 
and in a different way. 
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